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SCENE

Alaska adventure
E d Martin's world has centered in St.
Louis all his life. W h e n he was in his
mid-205 in 1968, he joined H&S with
the prospect of a satisfying career as an
accountant in his home city. Then he
chanced upon an article about volunteers w h o spend a year teaching and
working with Eskimos in an Alaskan
mission, and something clicked, something akin to the spirit that moved our
ancestors to seek a newer world. E d
completed a year at H&S, and then, to
a chorus of good wishes from his St.
Louis colleagues, he set off for Alaska.
"It sounded adventurous and bizarre,
and appealed to me," E d said. H e wrote
recently from St. Mary's, Alaska, a
town that began in the 1950s as a Jesuit
mission settlement carved out of the
isolated tundra 70 miles east of the
Bering Sea and only 300 miles from the
Arctic Circle. "Not knowing how I
could be of service, but thinking that
they might need warm bodies, I applied." E d soon found out how he
could serve. Within two weeks of his
arrival in August 1969, he worked as a
carpenter, painter, porter and maintenance man, joining seventeen fellow
volunteers in a race against time to finish building a school dormitory before
the school opened. Then, because of
his background at H&S and degree
from Washington University, he went
over to teaching economics, general
business, current events and history.
Isolation is not only a geographic
fact of life in St. Mary's, E d has found,
but a stumbling block to learning as
well. His high school business students
were utterly at a loss to understand
their textbooks, which were written for
high school students in the "lower 48."
T h e Eskimo students' business experience was limited to shopping at the
trading post. T h e y had never seen a
check, had no conception of a department store or bank or insurance policy,

E d said. So he took them on a field trip
through built-up parts of St. Mary's
(now rated in Alaska as a second-class
city) where construction and electrification projects and Yukon River traffic
vividly illustrated business activity to
the youngsters.
A m o n g the projects is construction
of an ice house, which sounds rather
like the old joke about selling refrigerators to Eskimos. H o w e v e r , summer
temperatures reaching the 60s are too
warm to preserve the locally caught
salmon that are a staple of the town's
economy.
Beyond a certain point, though, St.
Mary's lacks dynamic examples of business activity. It has no telephone, no
television, no local papers, no A M - F M
radio. N e w s is available on short w a v e
radio but, E d said, after a f e w earpiercing efforts to listen, "I am convinced it was made to b e listened to
only by sea gulls." Three commercial
planes arrive and depart weekly. About
six river barges lumber into the dock in
a season, "but an amazing number of
visitors do drop in and stay for a visit,"
E d said—"Japanese fish buyers who hecame stranded because of the weather
and National Geographic writers and
photographers writing a story on the
Yukon."
Still, St. Mary's is isolated. But the
other side of the coin of isolation is
opportunity. There aren't many places
in the United States where a man as
young as E d Martin would be called in
to advise the city fathers on setting up
their accounting system or to help the
pastor in a neighboring town prepare
his annual financial statement for the
bishop.
For that errand about 20 miles away,
E d "rode the back runners of a d o g
sled pulled b y a ski-doo, the main
means of ground transportation in the
winter; dogs are fast going the w a y of
the horse. Although there was wind
and the temperature was zero I was
very warm in a jacket, parka, two pairs
of pants and flight pants. Winter has
not been too severe. .."
It was severe enough, though, that
running water had to b e limited to
4½. hours a day because the cistern
hadn't filled before the spring froze.
"Inconveniences are accepted," E d
said. "I haven't missed the telephone
once, though I do miss the St. Louis
Symphony and the theatre."
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A certain satisfaction accrues, however, to a person w h o has survived
sled travel across an Alaskan winter
and coped with the privations of an

Super wife
outpost life on $10 a month. So E d
can say with perfect truth: " L i f e here
is enriching." T h e wonder is that he
can still mean it after this kind of offhand comment in his letter: "Please
excuse my typing errors. As repairs
can't be made out here, w e are not
allowed to erase. Eraser scraps can
really ruin a machine."
It's those petty annoyances that
often grind d o w n enthusiasm. Yet E d
wound u p b y saying, " O n e is obligated
for only a year, but I think I'll take
some summer courses at the University
of Alaska and return here for another
round."
Organized for fun
Much of the country continues to view
N e w York as "all right to visit but I
wouldn't want to live there." N e w York
in this v i e w includes city and suburbs,
all of w h i c h force residents into a hurried w a y of life in cold, indifferent, unfriendly surroundings.
Not so, says an H&S contingent in
Northern N e w Jersey, w h i c h started as
a nucleus of office-connected wives and
has branched out to include other
neighbors and friends. This group has
capitalized on advantages of living in
the N e w York metropolitan area and
gone a long w a y toward overcoming
disadvantages. A m o n g the advantages
are the Broadway theatre and the variety of interesting restaurants. Once a
month on a Wednesday afternoon
about ten women from N e w Jersey
cross the Hudson River together to
taste a dining delight and see a play.
Their path to the city's pleasures has
been smoothed by good organization;
one person orders the tickets by mail
after all ten have agreed on the play.
That's usually done at a coffee hour in
the house of one, a pleasant social occasion in itself. Another woman makes
the lunch reservations. A t present this
is done by Mrs. James A, Wilson, w i f e
of a N e w a r k partner, because she owns
a reliable guidebook.
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" I know the jokes about matinee matrons," said Mrs. J, Gilbert Tinker, with
a laugh. " B u t w e do try to handle our
bill without fuss." Eleanor Tinker, w h o
is the w i f e of a partner in the N e w York
Office, added that H&S people in the
area also bowl together and play
bridge. " W e do the b o w l i n g and bridge
as couples," she said, "and I think almost all social activities are better on
a couples basis. For one thing, these
get-togethers give wives more interest
in the Firm w h e n they can put faces
and personalities on familiar names."

"There's no social barrier in bowling," affirmed Nancy Sanok. Her husband, Frank, is an E O principal. "You
cheer for the people on your team and
poke fun at somebody who's having an
off night. And the teams are always
different."
T h e women explained that when
n e w H&S people move into the area
they are invited to bowl with the
league. T h e expectation is that the
newcomers will broaden their circle
outside H&S, but the easy atmosphere
of bowling is a good w a y to start knowing a new community. T h e league is a
necessary sort of organization that
makes two lanes available each Friday
in the crowded world of bowling. "But
I wouldn't hesitate to bring a neighbor
if w e needed someone to fill out a
team," Mrs, Sanok said.
Husbands and wives sign up for
whatever Fridays they're available.
F i v e or six couples show up each w e e k
and " w e find it's an excellent way to
get to know one another informally,"
Mrs. Tinker continued. "Bowling is
secondary to conversation, I think,
though the men p a y more attention to
their game. T h e n w e have a banquet
in May and give prizes for perhaps the
worst bowler and the most gutter balls.
T h e men keep the records of these
things. They're rather good at that."
Monthly Saturday bridge parties
have been going on for nineteen years,
predating the Tinkers' arrival in 1955,
T h e y were invited to sit in at one of
the three or four tables when a couple
moved from the area. " A n d that's the
w a y i t s been ever since," said Eleanor.
"If a couple leaves, w e try to replace
them with the newly arriving couple."

Behind every successful man, it is said,
there is a woman. If the man is a professional football lineman, he may be
more immediately interested in having
a good running back behind him. But
at some point—after the game, in the
off-season—a lineman's wife comes into
her supporting role, as does N a n c y
Alderman. Her husband is an all-pro
offensive tackle for the Minnesota
Vikings and a senior accountant at
H&S in Minneapolis.
Nancy was there that fateful January
Sunday in N e w Orleans when the Kansas City Chiefs snatched the ultimate
success from the Vikings by winning
pro football's biggest game—the Super
Bowl. "After the game was over, G r a d y
and I talked about it w h e n w e were
alone, as w e talk about all the games
together," Nancy said. Later that night,
though, all the Viking families got together and it w a s understood, Nancy
added, that they'd talk about "everything but the game. There was no use
talking about it. There was nothing to
do about it then.
"I was disappointed w e lost," she
said, "but I really felt b a d for Grady.
A f t e r ten years in pro football, I'd like
him to be on a championship team before he finishes." T h e Vikings were
champions of the National Football
League, and Nancy was "proud w e
made it to the Super Bowl," She spoke
of important victories en route—like the
win over the L o s Angeles Rams that
gave the Vikings the N F L Western
Division championship. "If w e hadn't
won that," Nancy said, " w e ' d have
been no better off than last year. A n d
we knew the team was so much better
this year."

W h e n she says " w e " she means the
Vikings, and she says it with a proprietary interest that one would expect
from only the most committed players.
She talks about football with a special
insight that f e w women have, but then
she's had a sort of 50-yard-line vantage
point for eight years as Grady's wife.
A t Viking games, Nancy said, she
tries to watch both G r a d y and the ball,
and does it with an edge-of-the-seat
anxiety* Does she worry about his being hurt? "I've watched him play for
so long," she replied, "and he hasn't
been injury-prone, so I really don't
worry about that. Just about winning."
T h e week after the Super Bowl, the
Aldermans w e n t to Los Angeles, where
Grady played in the all-star game.
"That was entirely different because it
doesn't affect team standing," Nancy
Said. "I could sit back and enjoy that
one."
Back home in suburban Bloomington after the Super Bowl, Pro Bowl
and a brief respite in Hawaii ("Grady
needed that; he was tired," she said),
Grady rejoined the H&S team. Shortly
after that he was notified that he had
passed the final part of the C P A examination, for which he had sat in November, during the pro football season.
" N o w he'll be coming home fairly
regularly every night," said Nancy,
"and that will be nice for a change."
She said this even though he returned
at the height of the accounting busy
season. Apparently seasoning as a football wife is good training for a busy
season accountant's wife.

Miss New Orleans 1920-1970
When Margaret M. Schroeder decided
this year that it was time to retire as
office secretary in N e w Orleans, she
might, if she were given to selfindulgence, have thought she deserved
a rest. She had been with H&S 50 years.
A n d she had stayed on the job for three
years past retirement age, long enough
to have served all four partners in
charge of the office.
T h e N e w Orleans Office gave her a
retirement party at which Norman R.
Kerth, partner in charge, read a congratulatory letter from Mr. Queenan
and presented gifts from the Executive
Office and the N e w Orleans Office,
Among the gilts was a gold bracelet
and charm with the H&S insignia; her
friends reasoned that, if anyone should
be identified with H&S, Miss Schroeder
should.
In recognition of her service, three of
the men she served under rose at her retirement party to praise her. But they
were not exalting longevity alone. T h e y
spoke of her capabilities, her loyalty
and her devotion to duty.
T h e N e w Orleans Office and Miss
Schroeder had each had one year's
working experience in the city when
she joined the Firm. T h e late Henry J.
Jumonville opened the office in 1919.
Miss Schroeder had graduated from
business school that year and had gone
to work as a secretary for a local public
accounting firm, whose practice H&S
acquired in January 1920. With the
merger came Miss Schroeder, a fortuitous dividend, whose skills included
a knack for statistical typing.

Of that George E. Conroy, retired
partner in charge of N e w Orleans, recalled: " W e would go to her with the
most impossible rough draft of a report,
and she'd look at it with a smile, measure it and get it right—just the way w e
wanted. She's an artist at statistical
typing." G a y l e L. Dalferes, another
former partner in charge, credited her
with being the "strong right arm of each
partner in charge." He added that he
felt sorry that Norman R. Kerth would
no longer have the benefit of her services, Mrs. Mary C. Vogts, the present
N e w Orleans secretary, said, with the
appreciation of a fellow professional,
'I have nothing but praise for her
ability."
After various colleagues remark on
Miss Schroeder the accomplished secretary and hard worker, they always
talk about Miss Schroeder the thoughtful lady: "She knows the birthdays of
everyone in the office as well as the
birthdays of wives and children, and
always sends a card . . . On Father's
D a y , all the men w h o are fathers get
cards." Appropriately enough, Margaret Schroeder's own birthday is a holiday— December 25.
A woman of dignity, symbolized by
the hat and gloves she always wears
when she goes out, Miss Schroeder has
been an imposing but never forbidding
presence in the office. Mr. Kerth could
characterize her with colloquial but respectful admiration as "chief cook and
bottle washer around here for 50 years,"
adding, "I told her, 'Don't disconnect
your home phone when you leave. "
Understandably, retirement hasn't
quite taken. Weeks after the affectionate farewell, she didn't answer the
phone at home. It wasn't disconnected.
She just wasn't there, Instead, she answered at the N e w Orleans Office with
a sprightly laugh, "Oh, I just came in
to help Mr. Conroy on something special. But I did take a whole week off
after ray retirement day."
•
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